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An  Ideal  Way  to  Spend 
Your  VACATION 

Nine  wonderful  Bungalow  Camps  with  cabins 
clustered  round  a  Community  House  in  the 
h^art  of  the  most  spectacular  Alpine  country  in 
the  world. 

Trail  riding,  Alpine  climbing  and  all  kinds  of  out- 
door life  at  Lake  Wapta,  Lake  O'Hara,  Moraine 
Lake,  Yoho,  Emerald  Lake,  Storm  Mountain, 
Vermilion  River,  Sinclair  Hot  Springs  and  Lake 
Windermere. pEv*~"-  HfH 

ThreeHBungalow   Camps   in  Ontario — At  French  River   (for 

Bass  and  Lunge  fishing)— At  Nipigon  (for  Speckled  Trout) 

— At  Devil's   Gap  Camp  near  Kenora  (for  Bass  and  Lunge) 

American  Plan  Moderate  Rates 

Plan  Your  Trip  This  Summer 

Easy  to  reach,  Via 

CANADIAN  PACIFIC 

Write  for  Booklet.     Agents  everywhere,  or 
Wm.  Fulton,  Canadian  Pacific  Bldg.,  Toronto,  Ont. 
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Vic  Cold  Standout 
of  Values 


High-Powered  Reo  Sixes 

With  Genuine  Balloon  Tires 

TIJ  NGINE  compactness  puts  usual  hood 
-^— '  length  to  work  providing  an  over-measure 
of  tonneau  roominess. 

The  placing,  of  intake  valves  in  head  and  ex- 
haust valves  at  side  reduces  over-all  engine 
length  to  forty  inches.  It  further  enables  over- 
size valves  and  ports  and  complete  water- 
jacketing,, -both  being,  larg,e  contributors  to  fuel 
economy  and   remarkable  engine  flexibility. 

An  already  short  crankshaft  is  supported  in 
four  larg,e  bearings,  and  balanced  dynamically 
and  statically.  Smoothness  of  operation  is  a 
logical  result. 

Aluminum-alloy  pistons,  fortified  with  three 
tightly-fitting,  2-piece  ring,s,  slide  in  g,round, 
^lass-smooth  cylinders.  Compression  is  main- 
tained and  carbon  formation  resisted. 

Roominess  and  front  compartment  cleanliness 
are  conspicuously  present  in  the  Reo  5-passen- 
&er  Sedan  pictured  below.  The  body,  cleanly- 
lined  and  exactin&ly  built,  is  mounted  on  the 
famous  hi&h-powered  Reo  Six  Chassis. 
Balloon  tires  are  optional  at  a 
nominal  additional  charge. 


Reo  Motor  Car  Company  of  Canada,  Limited 
Wind: 
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Number  12: 


1 .  Even  if  one  of  those  harm- 
less summer  flirtations  turns 
out  to  be  more  serious  than 
you  intend 


4.  You  feel  like  a  poor  shrimp  when  you 
endeavor  to  explain  things  and  she  claims 
you've  ruined  her  entire  life  and  that  now 
she  won  I  ever,  ever,  marry  any  other  man! 


2.  and  you  find  out  that  she's  already  read- 
ing up  on  "home  planning"  and  such  stuff* 
and — 


3.  You  check  up  your  salary 
and  prospects  and  discover 
that  it  cant  possibly  be  ar- 
ranged and — 


5.  Don't  let  it  flatter  you, 
because  she  really  doesn't 
mean  it,  as  no  doubt  you'll 
discover  when  you  meet  her — 


6.   a  few  years  later. 


WX-. 


10.15 


One  Wild  Night 

The  evening  of  a  hen-pecked  husband  on  the  first 
occasion  of  his  wife  going  away  on  a  visit. 

Returns    home    from    dinner    down    town 

resolved  to  put  in  a  real  old-time  evening. 

Starts   rummaging  through   trunks   for   his 

old  address  book. 

Finds  photograph  album  of    1912. 

Realizes  time  is  flying.  Phones  Fred.  Out. 

Phones    Harry,    Mrs.    Harry   says   H.    is 

mowing  the  lawn. 

Phones  Larry,  Jack  and  Mike.     All  wish 

they'd  known  a  couple  of  days  earlier. 

Debates  whether  or  not  he  ought  to  phone 

Mabel  Lamont. 

Phones   Mabel   who   invites   him   to   come 

up  right  away  as  the  baby  has  just  cut  a 

tooth.     Wants  him  to  meet  her  husband. 

Sits  looking  out  the  window. 

Sits. 

Goes  to  decanter   and   takes  a   stiff   swig 

of  old  Rye. 

Brushes  hair  and  generally  spruces  up. 

Takes  a  couple  of  more  Ryes. 

Goes  out  whistling,    "There'll   be   a   Hot 

Time  in  the  Old  Town  Tonight." 

Arrives    down    town.       Goes    to    Hotel. 

Stands  around  the  lobby  as  if  waiting  for 

somebody. 
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Buys  a  cigar.  Asks  the  clerk  what's 
going  on  tonight. 

Decides  Prohibition  has  made  a  change. 
Takes   chair   in   lobby   waiting   for   some- 
thing to  turn  up. 
Wakes  up. 
Takes  taxi  home. 
Crawls  into  bed. 

Receives  Long  Distance  call  from  wife 
waiting  to  know  "Where  on  earth  he  was 
last  night,  as  she  rang  and  rang  and  there 
was  no  answer.  Bet  he  was  back  to  his 
old  bachelor  tricks!"  — /.  £.  M. 

G— G— G 

"Yes,  Sir!" 

I  married  Jane  in  January, 
In  February  Celia. 
In  March  I  married  Mary 
And  in  April  dear  Bedelia. 
In  May  I  married  Isabel 
In  June  it  was  Nonette 
July  was  Dot  and  Nan  as  well 
In  August  sweet  Lizette. 
September  was  the  month  for  Sal 
October,  Gwen,  the  prude, 
November,  Belle,  a  lovely  gal, 
December  Ermintrude, 
And  in  between  I  married  three 
Whose  names  I  can't  release. 
It  means  a  lot  of  work  to  be 
A  Justice  of  the  Peace. 
G— G— G 


The  Imitation 

In  a  great  house  in  a  great  city  there  once  lived  a 
man  who  had  amassed  an  enormous  fortune  in  a 
remarkably  short  space  of  time  and,  with  a  lavish 
hand,  he  sought  to  make  dazzling  his  abode.  From 
far  and  wide  he  engaged  those  who  specialized  in  the 
beautiful  to  procure  for  him  objects  of  singular  value 
and  rarity,  and  it  was  not  long  before  he  had  assembled 
a  collection  of  priceless  pieces.  There  were  dainty 
statuettes,  delicately  wrought  from  the  tusk  of  the  mas- 
tidon;  there  were  costly  and  elaborate  draperies  con- 
ceived of  the  cloth  of  gold;  there  were  sprightly 
nymphs  and  grinning  satyrs  fashioned  from  flawless 
porphyry.  The  walls  were  hung  with  matchless 
Goeblins  and  the  floors  strewn  with  heavy  Aubusson 
and  Persian  rugs.  There  were  objets  d'art  of  every 
type  and  description. 

The  really  remarkable  part  of  it  all  was  that  every- 
thing was  absolutely  genuine — that  is — almost  every- 
thing. There  was  just  one  exception.  That  was  the 
owner,  himself.  — C.  G.  S. 
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More^Men  About  Town 

By  Ziegfeld 
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Prominent  young  banker  floating  a   loan. 


The  Lad  who  always  says,  "Had  a  couple  of  good  numbers  at 
lunch  to-day. 


The  Songs  of  To-morrow 

What  will  to-morrow  bring  in  the  shape  of  popular 
songs?      Will   they   be  comic  or  sad,   gay   or   plaintive, 
tuneful  or  dirge-like?     That  we  cannot  say,  but  what- 
ever  their  strain   may   be,    we    feel    convinced   they   will 
reflect  the   memories   of   to-day,    the  cherished   recollec- 
tions of  the  dear,   dead  present.      So  let  us  gaze  upon 
the  possible   ditties  of   the    future.      As  one   group,    we 
believe  the  following  list  to  be  a  likely  one: 
Play  Me  an  Old-fashioned  Jazz, 
Where  Is  My  Fox-trot  of  Yesterday? 
In  a  Dear  Old  Cabaret  of  Long  Ago, 
When  Grandad  Used  to  Shuffle  All  Night  Long, 
Bring  Back   My  Syncopated   Saxophone, 
In  a  Smoky  Old  Noisy   Roof  Garden, 
Grandma  Never  Went  to   Bed  Till  Five, 
Sing  Me  to  Sleep  with  an  Old  World  Strut. 
On  the  other  hand,   we  might  suggest  such  a  collec- 
tion as: 

In  Those  Dear  Old  Times  of  Prohibition, 
Back  in  the  Bootlegging  Days, 
When  There  Used  to  be  a  Closing  Hour. 
Then    again,    it    is    quite    possible   that    the    following 
form   might  evolve: 

Since  Sister  Married  the  Seventh  Time, 
We  Hear  that  Mother's  Divorced  Again, 
In  the  Dim,   Departed  Days  of  Family  Life, 
When  Marriages  Used  to  Last  for  Several  Years, 
The  Reno  Rag. 

All  in  all,  we  are  highly  expectant  of  great  doings  in 
the  song  line  of  the  times  to  come. — Charles  C.  Shaw. 


Preacher    (climbing   to   oratorical  heights)  :    "Breathless 
and  paniless  he  dashed  into  the  city  of  refuge." 


qoBi.iH 


Four  Wheels — No  Brakes 


Puppy   Love 

(Triolet) 
If    I    love   thee,    Georgette, 
Must  I  love  thy  dog,  too? 
Though  he's  not  bit  me  yet, 
If    I    love   thee.    Georgette, 
Must   I   fondle   thy  pet 
When  I  want  to  love  you? 
If    I    love   thee.    Georgette, 
Must   I   love   thy  dog,   too? 

G— G— G 
Bulletin 

It  is  understood  that  the  newspapers 
and  the  political  speakers  are  getting 
together  to  put  on  an  exhibition  of 
well  known  products,  and  they  are 
guaranteeing  that  the  following  posi- 
tively will   be  on  display: 

A  fly  in  the  ointment. 

A  red  herring  being  dragged  across 
the  trail. 

The  oldest  inhabitant  was  was  un- 
able to  remember   .   .    . 

A  bolt  from  the  blue. 

A  detective  being  baffled. 

Such  a  fine  looking  audience  as 
we  have  here  to-night. 

A   speaker   proceeding   to  point  out 

A  demand  in  the  public  interest. 
A  last  mortal  remains. 

G— G— G 

"Sure,  'tis  a  black-hearted  coward 
he  is.  Didn't  he  quit  afther  the  first 
blow?" 

"Faith,  an'  he  did.  And  his  widow 
will  tell  ye  the  same." 


First  Thug. — "Bill,  ye're  a  disgrace  to  Ameriker. 
Why  isn't  you  ever  gone  to  work  or  started  yerself  in 
a  business?" 

Second  Thug. — "I  was  a-goin'  to  open  a  joolry 
store,  but  I  didn't  have  no  tools." 

G— G— G 

Denied 

The  action  of  the  grateful  Greek  nat.on  in  offering 
to  transport  the  statue  of  Hermes  of  Praxiteles  to  the 
United  States  as  a  visible  token  is  commendable,  and 
will  probably  inspire  similar  deeds  on  the  part  of  other 
governments,  municipal  bodies,  etc.  It  is  denied,  how- 
ever, that  Mayor  Hiltz,  of  Toronto,  has  offered  to 
transport  the  new  Toronto  Union  Station,  stone  by 
stone,  to  Ottawa,  to  signify  for  all  time  the  city's 
thankfulness  for  mercies  and  loving  kindnesses  receive  J 
from  that  quarter. 


"Does  you  still  refuse,  sail,  to  pay  me  dem  two 

lars  Ah  done  loaned  you'n,  de  Lawd  knows  when?" 

"Nussah — Ah   doesn't  refuse.     Ah  only   refrains!' 
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The  Bride 

as  she  appears 


TO    THE  LADY   GUESTS 


TO  THE.  BRIDEGROOM 


TO  HER  PARENTS 


The  Groom 

as  he  appears 


TO     (SOME  OF)     HIS 
MARRIED    FRIENDS 


^'  // 


as 


to  his  confirmed 
Bachelor  friends 


TO   THE   JEWELER. 
THE  PREACHER,  ETC.  ETC. 


TO  THE  BRIDE 


TO  HIS  NEAREST  RIVAL- 
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Wfjat  23o  Jpou  Ityinfe? 


Some  years  ago  a  fluent  gentleman  named  Ponzi 
invented  a  system  for  abstracting  coin  of  the  realm  from 
the  dear  public.  It  will  be  remembered  that,  during  the 
first  year  of  his  nefarious  operations,  to  bolster  up  public 
confidence  in  himself  and  his  works,  he  paid  a  large 
dividend  to  the  shareholders  in  his  company! 

Some  weeks  ago,  just  after  the  Hon.  Mr.  Robb  and 
his  associate  cooks  had  concocted  their  latest  batch  of 
Farmers*  Delight,  nicknamed  by  some  "the  Budget," 
The  Toronto  Globe  published  a  cartoon  on  the  subject. 
The  cartoon  depicted  an  elderly  couple  reading  a  news- 
paper (presumably  The  Globe)  by  the  aid  of  an  oil 
lamp.  The  lady's  opinion,  as  expressed  underneath  the 
cartoon,  was  to  the  effect  that  she  didn't  know  what  the 
Budget  was  all  about,  but  if  it  were  going  to  make 
things  cheaper,  she  was  all   for  it. 

Prior  to  Signor  Ponzi's  final  crash  the  public  were 
warned  what  to  expect.  No  doubt  individual  share- 
holders, who  later  got  caught  for  everything  they  owned, 
were  told  by  friends  that  Ponzi's  business  methods  were 
unsound  and  advised  not  to  put  any  more  money  in  his 
schemes. 

No  doubt,    also,   these   same   shareholders   replied: 
"Well,  I  don't  know  anything  about  his  business  methods. 


but  I  do  know  I  got  twenty  per  cent,  on  the  other  money 
I  put  in  and  any  investment  that  pays  twenty  per  cent. 
— I'm  all  for." 

The  catch  was — the  thing  wasn't  an  investment. 

No  one  denies  that  a  free  trade  budget  would  make 
some  things  cheaper  in  Canada.  It  would  pay  dividends, 
good  dividends,  to  those  who  voted  for  it,  but  the  divi- 
dends would  be,  in  the  final  analysis,  paid  to  Canada 
out  of  Canada's  capital.  The  effect  would  be  that  of 
selling  something  which,  once  sold,  she  couldn't  hope 
to  have  again,  that  is,  a  national  industrial  organization. 

Once  there  were  two  villages.  Each  was  situated  near 
a  large  town. 

The  residents  of  one  village  discovering  that  they  could 
purchase  their  needs  cheaper  in  the  large  town  than  in 
their  own  village,  stopped  patronizing  the  local  shops 
and  bought  everything  in  the  town.  The  village  stores 
closed  up  and  presently  the  village  became  a  nice  quiet 
suburb  of  the  town. 

The  residents  of  the  other  village  decided  to  shop  at 
home  in  spite  of  higher  costs.  The  village  grew  and 
prospered.  Eventually  it  became  a  town  itself  and 
things  were  as  cheap  there  as  anywhere. 

Which  village  will   Canada  be? 


/qOBD^^^^ 


On  Suicide 

One  cannot  read  the  vital  statistics 
concerning  suicide  without  a  shell-pink 
blush  for  the  men  and  women  of  the 
present  generation.  These  figures  show 
that,  though  there  may  be  a  decrease 
in  the  number  of  actual  deaths  from 
this  cause,  there  has  also  been  an  in- 
crease in  the  number  of  attempted  sui- 
cides. Without  reflecting  on  anybody 
or  anything,  it  is  quite  evident  that 
this  is  bad  stuff. 

In  the  old  days  when  our  fathers 
were  boy  and  girl  together  as  the  say- 
ing goes,  a  man  who  tried  to  commit 
suicide,,  succeeded.  If  one  of  our 
strong,  silent  pioneers  wished  to  kill 
himself,  he  did.  He  made  his  plans 
and  carried  them  through  with  the 
persistence  and  energy  that  has  always 
characterized  the  Canadian  who 
hewed  his  house  and  lot  out  of  the 
primeval  sugar  bush  and  cultivated  the 
soil   with  the  sweat  of  his  brow. 

Now  we  are  face  to  face  with  the 
fact  that  many  of  our  Canadians  of 
to-day  are  failures.  It  cannot  be  de- 
nied that  in  the  case  of  the  average 
suicide,  his  last  act  on  this  earth  is 
probably   his  greatest  achievement. 

Yet  when  he  comes  face  to  face 
with  his  task,  when  his  goal  is  finally 
in  sight,  he  flivvers.  The  modern 
would-be  suicide  seems  to  lack  that 
final  punch  which  puts  the  thing 
across. 

The  disgrace  of  having  attempted 
suicide  and  failed  is  one  that  no  future 
achievements  can  ever  eradicate.  We 
need  only  to  refer  to  a  sad  case  in  the 
village  of  Water  Tank,  Y.T.,  where 
a  husband  and  father  drank  a  quart 
of  carbolic  acid  and  a  dipper  of 
arsenic  and  was  then  rescued  by  the 
prompt  application  of  a  stomach 
pump.  Ever  after  that,  he  lived  under 
a  cloud. 

As  he  passed  along  the  street,  by- 
standers would  turn  to  each  other  and 
whisper  in  tones  that  implied  the  deep- 
est contempt — "and  it  never  killed 
him."  With  a  little  foresight  and 
care  that  man   might   have   been   dead 


$otage  Canatrien 

to-day.  But  he  was  found  wanting 
when  his  supreme  test  came. 

His  children,  on  their  way  to 
school,  are  forced  to  hang  their  heads, 
when  some  urchin  shouts,  "Yah,  they 
saved  your  old  man  with  a  stomach 
pump."  Deep  down  in  their  tiny  little 
inner  consciousnesses,  the  inescapable 
truth  has  been  driven  home  that  their 
father  is  not  a  man  who  can  be  de- 
pended on  to  bring  to  a  glorious  con- 
clusion, the  difficult  jobs  which  he 
may  undertake. 

What  is  to  be  done  towards  a  solu- 
tion of  this  grave  problem  is  not  for 
us  to  say.  It  is  simply  another  of  the 
many  instances  of  a  man  tackling 
something  which  he  has  not  the  ex- 
perience and  all-round  ability  to  cope 
with.  Arrangements  must  be  made  at 
once  to  provide  proper  training  facili- 
ties for  those  desiring  to  undertake  a 
work  of  this  kind. 

Better  by  far  to  have  no  suicides 
at  all  than  to  have  the  report  spread 
abroad  that  Canadians  are  not  a  race 
capable  of  committing  suicide  when 
they  wish  to. 

—J.  A.  C. 
G— G— G 

A   Footnote  on  Progress. 

A  couple  of  years  ago,  when  sugar 
cost  four  cents  a  pound  and  eggs  sold 
at  forty  cents  for  a  ten-quart  pailful, 
I  set  out  from  my  home  town  to  get 
the  early  train  for  Montreal.  The 
nearest  stop  made  by  the  "flyer"  was 
at  a  station  some  eight  miles  distant. 
So,  as  the  train  was  scheduled  to  go 
through  at  about  five  o'clock,  we  arose 
at  three  in  the  morning  and  turned  out 
to  get  the  horses  ready.  After  shiver- 
ing about  a  bit  in  the  snow  and  dark 
we  finally  got  them  hitched,  clam- 
bered in  and  set  out  on  our  hour  and 
a  half's  journey  to  the  station.  The 
morning  was  cold  and  raw;  the  roads 
were  bad;  the  horses  had  heaves  and 
couldn't  be  hustled ;  so  we  sat  and  shiv- 
ered on  our  way.  When  we  arrived 
we  found  that  the  train  was  five  and 
a  half  hours  late.  This  meant  that 
I  did  not  get  to  town  until  night. 
Nothing  was   accomplished  —  nothing 


done  to  earn  a  night's  repose.  And 
as  I  sat  down  to  supper  I  was  a  poor 
patriot  I  tell  you.  "What  a  miser- 
able country  is  this,"  I  said.  "So 
bleak!  Such  rotten  roads!  What 
a  mess  the  government  is  making  of 
the  railroads-!  What  heavy  pastry 
this  half-baked  cook  does  turn  out! 
What  muddy  coffee!     Ah  me!" 

This  morning  I  made  the  same  trip 
— but  with  modern  conveyances.  At 
4.30  I  quitted  my  bed.  At  4.34  I 
was  dressed.  At  4.35  I  was  in  my 
brother's  car.  At  4.55  I  was  on  the 
station  platform.  At  5.00  the  train 
pulled  in — on  time.  At  1  1 .00  I  was 
in  my  office  in  town.  At  4.00  I  had 
my  day's  work  done  and  was  setting 
out  for  the  links.  And  as  I  sat  down 
to  supper  after  turning  in  a  card  of 
90  I  was  an  ideal  citizen.  "What  a 
fine  country  is  ours,"  I  said.  "What 
topping  weather!  'Waiter,  fetch  me 
another  turkey  and  a  case  of  beer!" 
— Norris  Hodgins. 

G— G— G 

A  Nation  of  Wordsworlhs. 

There  has  of  late  been  a  certain 
amount  of  well-intended  agitation  in 
favor  of  removing  the  advertising 
bulletins  from  our  national  highways. 
It  is  contended  that  with  nothing  to 
mar  the  view,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Andrew 
K.  Citizen  would  reap  tremendous 
aesthetic  benefits  from  the  effects  of 
unrestrained  naturally  sartorial  envi- 
ronment. Somehow  we  feel  there  is  a 
catch  somewhere.  When  liquor  flowed 
in  vast  unlegislated  streams,  did  the 
youth  of  the  country  show  anything 
like  the  grim  determination  to  go  out 
and  get  drowned  in  it  that  is  now  the 
rule?  Was  booze  sung  so  blithely  or 
a  bottle  of  Haig  and  Haig  prized  so 
highly?  (Chorus  of  "Nos!")  If 
Nature  is  to  really  come  into  its  own 
with  axiomatic  resultant  benefits  this 
will  best  be  accomplished  by  the  erec- 
tion of  a  fifteen  foot  fence  along  both 
sides  of  every  highway.  Every  ten 
feet  there  will  be  an  adequate  knot- 
hole. An  army  of  provincial  police 
will  be  on  duty  occasionally  to  scare 
people  away.  Result,  a  nation  of 
Wordsworths  inside  of  six  months. 


_£: ..::>'.v,:  :Gobun. 
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Port:  "Since  prohibition  ships  sailing  from  New  York 
do  not  need  compasses." 
Side:  "Why  not?" 
Port:  "All  they  have  to  do  is  follow  the  corks." 


A  newspaper  reports  that  Rudolph  Cameron,  who 
was  the  juvenile  lead  in  "Sitting  Pretty,"  "has  resigned 
from  that  position."  We  don't  blame  him;  it  must  have 
been  tiresome;  and  a  young  man  should  stand  up  for 
himself  sometimes. 

G— G— G 

If  the  rush  of  children  to  the  movies  continues,  the 
successful  baby  doctor  of  the  future  will  have  to  know 
how  to  treat  Kleag  eyes. 

G— G— G 

First    Flea:      "Where    will    you    send    little    Gerald 
when  he  grows  up?" 

Second    Flea:      "Oh,    I    suppose    he    will    go    to    the 


dogs  like  his  father." 


With  the   "Mellow"   Dramatists 

"Nellie,  dear  Nellie.  The  truth  is  that  I  am  not 
your  father.  .  .  .No,  not  that!  Please,  please,  not 
that!  ....  It  can  never  be.  No,  it  can  nev-ver  be.  .  .  . 
I  know  you  think  me  guilty,  but  some  day — some  day 
I  shall  prove  to  the  whole  world  that  I  am  in-no-cent.  .  .  . 
I  don't  care  what  anyone  says,  I  love  her ....  And 
to-morrow,  daughter,  they  foreclose  the  mortgage.  .  .  . 
But  the  thing's  impossible.  Ferdinand  died  in  Aus- 
tralia ....  It's  a  dastardly  plot  to  trick  me ...  .  No 
matter  what  happens,  Joe,  remember  one  thing.  I 
still  believe  in  you.  .  .  .Ah,  ha!  Just  as  I  thought.  He's 
been  here  and  left.  .  .  .Stop!  Don't  say  it!  .  .  .  Steady 
now,  men.  It  looks  like  nasty  business.  .  .  .Why,  she's 
fainted!.  .  .  .This  is  a  matter  for  Scotland  yard.  .  .  . 
Make  one  move,  and  I  shoot!  Now,  write  what  I 
It's  a  little  locket  with  a  picture  of  my 
Leave  him  alone,  boys.  Hangin's  too  good 
Everything's  getting  blurred.    Why,  you've 


dictate.  .  . 
mother .  .  . 
for  him .  . 
doped    me, 


you  curs! 


It  won't  do,   Sadie!     We've 


looked  up  your  record  at  Sing  Sing ....  Just  tell  me 
that  you'll  wait,  dear.  It'll  give  me  courage.  .  .  The 
game's  up,  Ned  Carson.  Hand  over  the  necklace.  .  .  . 
Just  when  I  thought  we  were  going  to  be  so  happy. 
And  now,  this!  .  .  .  .Not  guilty!  .  .  .  Come  on, 
Lightnin'  Rod!  You've  just  got  to  win!.  .  .  .Why,  it 
seems  like  only  yesterday  he  was  a  little  barefoot  boy. 
....  And  now  they've  elected  him  Mayor ....  You're 
not  playin'  fair,  Jed  Sparks.  There's  someone  behind 
that  door ....  We've  got  to  think  quick.  A  human 
life  is  at  stake ....  Listen !  There's  the  whistle  of  the 
twelve-twenty  Express.  ...  But  they  can't  convict  her. 
They  can't !  .  .  .  .  And  to  think  that  I  doubted  you.  My 
little  girl!     My  Annie!" 

— John  Torcross. 
G— G— G 

A  hundred  members  of  the  New  York  Associa- 
tion for  the  Blind  will  attend  Wednesday's 
matinee     of    "Vogues,"     in     the     Shubert    Theatre. 

— New  York  World. 

This  will  be  followed  by  a  special  concert  by  the 
Boston  Symphony  Orchestra  for  the  benefit  of  the  deaf. 


Just  one  damp  thing  after  another. 
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The  Rejected  Suitor 
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Mother:  "No,  sir!  You'll  stay  right  home  and  help 
your  mother  with  the  chores." 

Son:  "Oh,  mamma,  the  boys  coaxed  me  so  hard  I 
feel  as  if  I  ought  to  oblige  'em." 


The  Infallible  Test 

Squinting  through  one  eye,  the  connoisseur  view-d 
the  little  painted  figure  that  stood  on  the  low  marble 
table  before  him.  A  dainty  little  figure  it  was,  and 
altogether  a  beautiful  object.  But  the  point  was:  wai 
it  the  Genuine  Article?      Was  it  a  real  Lenardicci? 

Surely  if  any  one  could  tell,  it  was  the  connoisseur, 
for  fully  three-quarters  of  his  life  he  had  made  a  study 
of  the  work  of  Lenardicci,  and  well  he  knew  his  tech- 
nique, his  tricks,  his  idiosyncrasies. 

There  could  be  no  question  about  the  coloring;  it 
was  perfect.  As  to  the  construction,  there  seemed  noth- 
ing in  the  least  spurious  about  it.  In  fact,  from  every 
angle,  it  appeared  altogether  real.  Just  one  point 
remained.  All  imitators  of  Lenardicci  had  fashioned 
their  efforts  from  stone  or  metal.  Lenardicci,  alone, 
had  used  china.      This  was  the  connoisseur's  secret. 

Raising  the  little  figure  off  the  table,  the  great  man 
turned  it  over  and  over  in  his  hand.  Then  he  per- 
mitted it  to  slip  through  his  fingers  to  the  tiled,  polished 
floor,  where  it  crashed  into  a  thousand  fragments.  All 
doubt  immediately  vanished.     It  was  a  real  Lenardicci! 

— C.  G.  S. 
G— G— G 

According    to    the    Great    Can- 
adian Novel  of  the  Open  Spaces 

Every  Canadian  kills  a  Polar  bear 
for  breakfast  every  morning. 

All  sick  prospectors  are  nursed 
back  to  life  by  brown-eyed  maidens 
with  a  dash  of  Indian  blood  in  their 
veins. 

All  half-breeds  are  cunning  and 
treacherous. 

City  men  always  discuss  their  af- 
fairs at  the  club  and  talk  loud  enough 
to  be  overheard. 

Men  of  the  Northland  remain 
strong   and  silent   even   when   married. 


A  Maid,  A  Man,  and  a  Brindled  Bulldog 

Rudolph  was  a  dapper  butcher's  assistant  and  he 
whistled  lilting  airs  as  he  hurried  from  house  to  house 
every  morning  delivering  orders.      Rudolph  was  in  love. 

Mane  was  a  bright-eyed  kitchen  maid  and  she  sang 
amorous  ditties  as  she  peeled  the  potatoes  and  polished 
the  pots  and  pans  every  morning.      Marie  was  in  love. 

Nero  was  a  brindled  bulldog  and  he  thrust  out  his 
ugly  lower  jaw  and  growled  ferociously  at  humanity 
in  general  all  day  long.     Nero  was  not  in  love. 

Rudolph  swung  into  the  yard  occupied  by  Nero  one 
halcyon  June  morning,  forgetful  of  everything  but  his 
darling  little  Marie.  A  smile  of  pleasurab'e  anticipa- 
tion lit  up  his  features.  He  had  made  such  good  time 
in  delivering  his  orders  that  he  was  a  half-hour  ahead 
of  his  schedule.  He  planned  to  spend  those  thirty 
golden  minutes  on  the  back  steps  whispering  sweet  noth- 
ings to  his  affinity. 

Mane  had  hurried  through  her  work  and  smiled  in 
pleasurable  anticipation.  She  was  free  to  be  with  her 
wonderful  lover  during  those  thirty  precious  minutes. 

Nero  had  no  work  to  do.  His  time  was  all  his  own 
to  spend  as  he  pleased.  He  bared  his  teeth  in  pleasur- 
able anticipation. 

Rudolph's  left  foot  was  on  the  lower  step  and 
Marie's  right  hand  on  the  door-latch  when  Nero  rushed 
around  the  corner  of  the  house.  Rudolph  made  a 
spectacular  flying  leap  through  the  air  and  grasped  an 
arm  of  the  clothes-reel,  twisting  his  long  legs  over  the 
wires  with  the  dexterity  of  a  playful  simian. 

Nero  made  a  spectacular  flying  leap  through  the  air 
and  missed  Rudolph's  coat-tails  by  three-quarters  of  an 
inch.  Mane  opened  the  door  and  screamed,  her  pretty 
face  blanched  with  fear. 

"My  precious  Rudolph,  whatever  shall  I  do?"  she 
cried  in  anguish. 

"Remove  this  carnivorous  canine!"  replied  Rudolph, 
in  excited  tones.     "I  cannot  hang  on  here  much  longer." 

Nero  continued  making  frantic  leaps  in  Rudolph's 
direction,  his  mouth    foaming   with   rage. 

"I  will  save  you,  Rudolph!"  called  Marie,  her  voice 
grown  suddenly  calm.  "Have  courage,  my  precious 
one,   for  a   moment." 

(Continued  on  page  22.) 


Father  (a  Mah  Jongg  Addict)  :  "Pung! 
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The  Great  Heart  of 
Humanity 

As  Reflected   in  Snatches  Overheard 
on  the  Street 

".  .  .  an'  he  says,  'How  much  ye 
got,  dear-ie?'  'An'  I  says,  'Fifteen 
cents,'  an*  he  says,  "Well,  I  see  where 
we  spend  a  nice  quiet  evening  in  the 
parlor.'     The  big  stiff!" 

".  .  .so  I  said,  'Of  course  it's  none 
of  my  business,  but  ..." 

"...  only  through  discipline  that 
we  achieve  the  summit  of  success,  my 
lad   .   .   ." 

".  .  .  when  he  woke  up  he  had 
the  horrors  on  again.  'Catch  me  that 
zebra!'  sez'ee.  'Catch  that  animal!' 
"What  for?*  sez  I.  'I'm  a-goin'  to 
mount  him!'  sez'ee,  an'  he  climbs 
astride  the  pianuh  .  .  ." 

".  .  .  not  that  I  minded  the  money, 
of  course,  but  the  principle  of  the 
thing  .  .  ." 

".  .  .  only  four-eighty  a  case  in 
Winnipeg,  an*  the  very  best  brew 
too  .  .  ." 

".  .  .  so  I  didn't  say  a  word;  I 
just  said,  'I  want  to  see  the  manager 
of  this  department  at  once,'  and  he 
said,   'I  am  the  manager  madam." 

"...  I  certainly  have  to  thank 
my  mother  and  father  for  the  diges- 
tion I  inherited,  I  certainly  have  to 
thank  them  .   .   ." 

".  .  .  In  the  sixth  frame  they  were 
leading  by  fifty  pins  and  Jake  blowed 


First  Actress:  "When  I  came  out,  the 
audience  simply  sat  there  open- 
mouthed." 

Second  Actress:  "Oh,  nonsense!  They 
never  yawn  all  at  once." 


"Yes,  but  it's  warmer  than  yes- 
terday at  that." 

"Well,  of  course,  you  know  your 
own  business  best."  "I'll  say  I  do, 
boy!      I'll   say  I  do." 

".  .  .  The  reason  I  love  you  is 
'cause  you're  so  diff'rent,  Steve, — 
diff'rent  from  other  men  .  .  ." 

".  .  .  You'll  get  a  raise!  Say, 
kid,  don't  make  me  laugh!  After 
being  married  to  you  for  six  years 
I'm  fool  proof.  You  men  are  all 
the  same,  see,  all  the  same  .  .  ." 

G— G— G 

Nat  D.  Ayer,  who  wrote  "If  You 
Talk  in  Your  Sleep,  Don't  Mention 
My  Name,"  arrived  on  the  Cunard 
liner  Lancastria  yesterday  in  charge 
of  his  nurse,  Mary  Laughlin. 

Mr.  Ayer  has  lived  in  England, 
writing  popular  songs  since  1913. 
Mary  Laughlin,  now  gray-haired, 
took  care  of  him  when  he  was  a 
baby  and  has  continued  to  do  so 
ever  since. 

— New  York  World. 

We  understood  that  the  popular 
song  writers  did  not  have  nurses,  but 
keepers. 

G— G— G 

Indignant  lady,  to  shy  young  man 
who  has  been  eyeing  her  uncertainly 
for  some  time:  "Young  man,  do  you 
expect  me  to  sit  here  all  day  and  be 
insulted?" 

Young  Man,  fervidly:  "I  sin- 
cerely hope  not.  Madam.  You're 
sitting  on  my  hat." 


What  the  Guests  Said- 


The    Bride's    Friends 


Oh  well!  I'd  rather  be  an  Autumn  Bride  anyway. 

Did  yoa  ever  see  such  a  look  of  relief! 

My  dear!  I  never  thought  of  him  as  anything  but 
a   friend. 

Did  you  ever  see  the  likes  of  the  way  she  jumped  up 
and  grabbed  that  bouquet! 

Of  course  it  wouldn't  do  if  we  all  had  the  same 
tastes,  would  it? 

Any  port  in  a  storm. 

I  do  so  hope  they'll  get  along  well  together. 

Whatever  he  sees  in  her.  .  .  . 

She  was  always  so  determined  to  have  a  home  of 
her  own.  .  .  . 

My,  what  a  look  of  triumph! 

Of  course  I  felt  that  as  a  friend  I  should  tell  her; 
but  then  she's  always  so  unreasonable. 


The  Groom's   Friends 


It's  no  wonder  there  are  so  many  divorces,  is  it? 

Poor  ole  Bill! 

I  told  him  he  shouldn't  be  calling  two  nights  a  week. 

Wonder  what   Emily   thinks! 

She  must  have  money. 

"Jack,"  he  says,  "she's  just  the  dearest,  sweetest 
.  .  .  ."  "Oh ,"  says  I. 

Bet  he'll  never  forget  the  party  last  night. 

I  got  suspicious  when  he  got  so  strong  for  a  five-cent 
limit. 

He  always  played  a  tight  game  anyway. 

She  certainly  didn't  need  a  landing  net  for  him. 

"You  boys'll  have  to  visit  a  lot  at  the  house,"  he 
said,  "I  know  Gertie  will  be  fond  of  you." 

He'll  have  to  sell  the  car  now! 

Naw!  Never  thought  of  her  as  anything  but  a  friend. 
— Frank  Prendergast. 
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-Let  No  Man  Put  Asunder." 


Stones  For  Bread 

By   P.   W.   Luce 

"How  is  it  I'm  not  going  back  home  for  the  next 
five  years?"  repeated  the  clean-shaven  man  who  was 
getting  his  hair  cut  short.      "Well,  Barber,  I'll  tell  you. 

"It's  all  on  account  of  my  asking  a  man  for  bread, 
and  him  giving  me  a  stone  instead. 

"Sounds  incredible,  you  say!  Maybe.  But  it's 
true,  all  the  same,  and  it  was  a  mighty  little  stone  at 
that! 

"I  was  kind  of  hard  up  at  the  time,  so  I  approached 
a  prosperous-looking  stranger. 

"  'Could  you  give  a  poor  man  a  loaf  of  bread?'  I 
asked,  politely,  but  as  if  I  really  meant  it. 

"The  stranger  gazed  wildly  about  him.  Maybe  he 
was  looking  for  a  bakeshop,  but  the  street  was  dark 
and  deserted,   it  being   about  midnight. 

"  'S-s-s-s-sorry,'  says  he,  'b-b-b-but  I  haven't  a  crust 
on  me!' 

"  'Well',  says  I,  'you  know  what  the  Good  Book 
says:  If  a  man  asks  you  for  bread,  the  least  you  can 
do  is  to  give  him  a  stone' ! 

"  'B-b-Wb-but',  says  he,  'I  haven't  any  stone 
either!' 

"  'Oh,  yes,  you  have',  I  points  out,  'come  through 
with  that  diamond  stickpin,   and  be  quick  about  it!' 

"He  didn't  argue  the  point.  Maybe  he  didn't  like 
the  looks  of  my  gat.     Anyway,  I  got  the  rock. 

"But  he  wasn't  what  you'd  call  a  cheerful  giver. 
In  fact,  he  was  most  unpleasant  in  his  remarks,  when 
we  met  again,  and  my  plea  of  not  guilty  didn't  do  me  a 
bit  of  good! 

"It   was    the    judge's    idea,    not   mine,   that   I    should 
stick  around  for  the  next  five  years.     And  then,  to  make 
it  worse,  the  warden  says  that  as  I'm  fond  of  stones,  I 
can  put  in  the  whole  time  on  the  rockpile!" 
G— G— G 
Force  of  Habit 
Author:       "Why    did    you    decide    to    name    your 
daughter    May?" 

Magazine     Editor:       "Because    she    was    born    in 
April." 


The  Sweet  Uses  of  Adversity 

Not  since  the  days  when  kings  and  barons  pulled  the 
teeth  of  moneyed  Jews  has  there  been  a  time  when 
personal  poverty  paid  better  than  it  does  in  this  bandit- 
ndden  age.  We  know  whereof  we  speak,  for  we  are 
poor  ourself.  And,  while  our  richer  relations  are  busy 
shivering  and  shuddering  as  they  stand  guard  over  their 
silverware  and  their  jewels,  we  rest  well  content  in  the 
knowledge  that  no  robber  less  efficiently  equipped  than 
a  furniture  remover  can  purloin  our  treasures — burglars 
can  find  in  our  retreat  nothing  more  portable  than  the 
kitchen  stove,  the  grandfather  clock. 

Thus  it  is  that,  when  on  our  way  home  from  work 
we  hear  the  shrill  cries  of  the  street  boys  announcing  the 
latest  diamond  robbery,  our  step  falters  not.  What  a 
fine  thing  it  really  is  not  to  have  diamonds,  we  say  to 
ourself,  and  we  journey  serenely  on.  And  when  we 
read  in  our  paper  at  night  of  the  plundering  of  the 
homes  of  plutocrats  by  masked  men,  of  daylight  hold- 
ups on  the  main  streets  by  bobbed-haired  flappers,  we 
yet  remain  comparatively  placid.  How  positively  shock- 
ing, we  murmur  smugly.  Why  cannot  everyone  be  as 
honest  as  we  are — or  as  poor?  But  it  is  an  academic 
question  that  we  ask  of  the  ambient  air;  and  without 
awaiting  an  answer  we  light  another  cigarette,  and  turn 
to  Margaret  Currie's  page. 

— N orris  Hodgins. 
G— G— G 

Civilization  may  be  said  to  have  been  reached  when 
it  becomes  necessary  to  organize  safety  societies  to 
induce  people  to  protect  themselves. 


iii 
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Guest      (at      wedding):      "Who's      watching 
presents?" 

Daughter  of  the  house:  "A  detective." 
Guest:  "Oh,  and  where' s  your  father?" 
Daughter:  "Oh,  he's  up  watching  the  detective. 
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This  Month  of  June 

By  Guy  Rutter 


June,  June, 
Wonderful  June! 
You  stroll  o'er  the  meadows 
And  gurgle  and  spoon. 
And  giggle  and  squawk 
Like  a  thoroughbred  loon 
Ah!   What  could  be  better 
Than  this  month  of  June! 


June,  June, 
Amorous  June! 
You  hug  her  and  mug  her 
And  yap  'bout  the  moon 
She  puts  up  with  your  necking 
And  thinks  "You  poor  prune! 
You're  not  much,  but  I've  got  you 
Thanks  to  you,  June!" 


June — Ya-ah! 

Once  again  June! 

With  the  taxes  to  pay  and  a  mortgage 

due  soon 
And  your  nose  to  the  grindstone,  night,  morn 

and  noon. 
Just  because  no  one  warned  you 
In  time  about  June ! ! ! 
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Gundlefinger  as  Small  Town  Mayor! 

Gideon  G.  Gundlefinger,  Member  of  U.  U.  0.  (United  Undertakers  of  Ontario)  decides  to  gain 

experience  in  Government. 

In  our  issue  of  last   month,   Gideon   G.    Gundlef.ngcr,    the    popular    Ontario    undertaker,   announced   his   intention   of 

running  for  Premier  of  Canada.      The  wave  of  popular  sentiment  which  greeted  the  publication  of  Mr.  Gundlefinger' s 

platform  was,  as  one  gentleman  aptly  phrased  it,   "well  nigh"  unbelievable. 

It  has  been  pointed  out  to  Mr.  Gundlefinger,  however,  by  his  most  trusted  friends  and  advisors,  that  despite  his  natural 

aptitude  for  public  office,  he  is  as  yet  somewhat  lacking  in  governmental  experience.        Recognizing  this  to  be   true, 

the  great-hearted  undertaker  has  decided  to  postpone  becoming  Premier  for  another  year. 

In  the  meantime,  in  order  to  gain  the  necessary  experience,    Mr.    Gundlefinger    has    consented    to    lake    a    position    as 

Mayor  of  some  small  Canadian  town. 

Mr.  Gundlefinger  will  stand  as  Candidate  for  Municipal  honours  in  any  small  town  which  gives  evidence  of  desiring 

his  presence. 

His  platform   will  be  as  follows: 


1 .  Mr.  Gundlefinger  will 
provide  a  new  station 
bus. 

2.  Mr.  Gundlefinger  will 
insist  that  in  the  inter- 
ests of  romance  all 
Chinese  restaurants 
shall  have  high  parti- 
tioned booths. 

3.  Mr.  Gundlefinger  will 
prevent  the  fire  depart- 
ment from  practicing  on 
the  main  street. 

4.  Mr.  Gundlefinger  will 
positively  not  enter  the 
furniture   business. 

5.  Mr.  Gundlefinger  will 
exercise  a  strict  censor- 
ship over  local  mer- 
chants' Christmas  cal- 
endar pictures. 

6.  Mr.  Gundlefinger  will 
improve  the  road  lead- 
ing to  the  cemetery. 

7.  Mr.  Gundlefinger  will 
get  the  city  papers  into 
town  the  same  day  as 
issued. 

8.  Mr.  Gundlefinger  will 
provide  a  club  room 
for  the  livery  stable 
gang. 

9.  Mr.  Gundlefinger  will 
move  the  town  to  the 
vicinity  of  the  "depot." 

10.  For  the  benefit  of  wives  Mr.  Gundlefinger  will  in- 
sist on  the  local  lodges  publishing  their  meeting 
nights  in  the  paper. 

1  1 .  Mr.  Gundlefinger  will  forbid  strawberry  festivals, 
community  sing-songs,   and  Chautauquas. 


The  Gentleman:   "I  hear  this  Church  Union  question  is 
likely  to  go  to  the  courts." 

The  Lady:   "No  doubt  it  will  be  known  as  a  Church 
Union  Suit." 


Mr.  Gundlefinger  will 
limit  the  activities  of  all 
fall  fairs  to  the  mid- 
way. 

Mr.  Gundlefinger  will 
forbid  the  "brakeman" 
hair  cut. 

Mr.  Gundlefinger  will 
double  the  local  police 
force  and  make  them 
both  we«ar  uniforms. 
Mr.  Gundlefinger  will 
personally  investigate 
and  publish  all  details 
of  town  scandals  and 
post  them  on  the  public 
notice  board. 
Mr.  Gundlefinger  will 
personally  wind  the 
town  clock. 

In  order  to  keep  the 
young  men  at  home, 
Mr.  Gundlefinger  will 
issue  licenses  to  thor- 
oughly respectable  boot- 
leggers. 

To  increase  the  tourist 
traffic,  Mr.  Gundle- 
finger will: 

Place  comely  waitresses 
in  the  local  hotels. 
Place  "W  elcome" 
signs  at  both  entrances 
to  the  town  and  "Come 
Again"  signs  at  the 
exits. 
Maguire  house  to  "Ye  Olde 


Change   the   name   of  the 

Inn." 

Arrange  to  have  individual  public  playgrounds. 

For  the   protection   of   tourists   insist   on   all   stray   cattle 

carrying  lights  at  n'rj  t. 
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Introduce  an  additional   flavoring  besides  chocolate 
and  strawberry  at  the  local  soda  fountain. 
Increase  the  speed  limit  to  fifteen  miles  an  hour. 
Give  the  attendants   at   all   gasoline   stations  a   free 
course  in  arithmetic. 

1  9.  Mr.  Gundlefinger  will  amalgamate  the  local  chap- 
ters of  The  Kiwanis  Club,  Lions'  Club,  Gyro, 
Boosters,  etc.,  with  the  Local  Chamber  of  Com- 
merce. The  new  organization  will  be  known  as 
Business  Enterprise  and  Lunch  League.  The  badge 
will  be  crossed  golf  stick  and  fountain  pen  on  a 
field  of  dollar  bills,  with  the  motto:  "Hurray! 
Let's  eat." 

^0.  In  the  interests  of  those  whose  homes  are  near  the 
town  band  stand,  Mr.  Gundlefinger  will  prevent  the 
local  regimental  band  from  holding  concerts  there 
and  will  rule  that  all  concerts  shall  be  held  not 
less  than  two  miles  from  the  town  limits. 

2 1 .  When  elected,  if  elected,  Senor  Gundlefinger  will 
stop  the  practice  of  large  wholesale  houses  unload- 
ing their  surplus  stocks  of  yellow  button  boots,  red 
flannel  nighties,  opera  hats,  shot  silk  suspenders, 
corn  cures  and  vulcanized  nickel  cigars  on  the  local 
emporiums. 

22.  As  chief  cadi,  Mr.  Gundlefinger  will  see  that  horse 
shoe  throwing  is  made  the  national  pastime  and  the 
local  champion  will  positively  have  action  pictures 
of  himself  published  in  the  big  city  papers. 

23.  Mr.  Gundlefinger  will  personally  conduct  folk 
dancing  classes  for  the  Ladies'  Aid  Society.  The 
Greek  motif  will  predominate  throughout  with 
King  Tut  variations. 

14.  The  barber,  the  owner  of  the  livery  stable  and  a 
third  member  to  be  selected  at  a  corner  grocery 
meeting,  will  be  appointed  a  committee  with  full 
powers  to  make  the  world  safe  for  democracy  and 
clean  up  Europe. 

G— G— G 


The  Through  Sleeper 

By  Norris  Hodgins 
'"PHE  last  train  on  our  suburban  line,  as  Bacon  might 
have  said,  had  he  lived  in  Ste.  Annes,  redoubleth 
griefs  and  cutteth  joys  in  half.  It  cutteth  joys  in  half- 
eth  through  its  nasty  habit  of  leaving  the  city  loo  early 
at  night,  thus  making  it  necessary  for  commuters  to 
miss  the  finale  at  most  operatic  performances,  to  tear 
themselves  away  from  hockey  games  just  as  the  home 
team  is  beginning  to  come  out  of  the  state  of  stupor 
that  had  descended  upon  them  like  a  dove  in  the  first 
quarter,  to  hustle  down  from  dance  halls  before  they've 
got  value  for  half  the  "cover  charge,"  to  leave  their 
sweethearts  in  tears  just  as  the  families  of  said  sweet- 
hearts were  at  last  showing  signs  of  withdrawing  and 
leaving  the  young  people  to  visit  a  little  together.  And 
it  redoubleth  griefs  by  arriving  too  late  at  the  sub- 
urban   station. 

There's  the  rub- — the  last  straw — the  one  thing  but 
for  which  everyone  would  live  in  the  suburbs.  The 
last  train  gets  out  from  town  too  late.  It  may  seem  to 
be  a  small  thing  to  act  as  a  preventative  of  a  wider 
sale  of  suburban  realty,  yet  it  is  on  such  apparently 
trivial  matters  that  great  issues  pivot — the  water  that 
slopped  over  the  top  of  Archimedes'  bathtub,  the  pebble 
that  hit  Goliath  in  the  eye,  the  six  beef  steaks  and 
twelve  glasses  of  milk  (or  was  it  twelve  beef  steaks 
and  six  glasses  of  milk)  that  Firpo  had  for  breakfast 
before  going  into  the  ring  with  Dempsey.  For  the 
late  arrival  of  the  last  train  carries  in  its  wake  fretful 
children,  cross  wives,  and  sleepy  mornings  at  the  office, 
and  is  solely  responsible  for  the  suburban  institution  that 
has  come  to  be  known  as  the  through  sleeper  —  the 
man  who  sleeps  his  way  through  his  own  and  subse- 
quent stations,  much  to  his  own  chagrin,  and  still  more 
to  the  annoyance,  worry,  and  so  on,  of  his  faithful 
spouse  at  home. 

Practically  all  commuters  have,  we  venture  to  say, 
played  the  role  of  through  sleeper  at  one  time  or  an- 
other. Personally,  we  have  made  the  trip  to  the  end 
of  the  line  more  than  once.  Yet  it  is  a  thing  that 
never  fails  to  bring  joy — when  the  sleeper  is  someone 
else.  It  is  a  joke  that  never  grows  stale  for  the  spec- 
tators on  our  line.  The  look  of  mystification  on  the 
face  of  the  newly  awakened  sleeper  when  he  finds  him- 
self being  carried  some  miles  past  his  station  and  real- 
izes that  there  is  no  train  returning  before  morning,  the 
realization  by  all  and  sundry  that  here  is  one  com- 
muter that  is  due  for  a  long  walk  and  a  curtain  lecture 
— these  are  amongst  our  most  cherished  experiences  as 
commuters.  Our  court  jester  is  on  the  job  again,  we  say. 
See  that  chap  over  there  with  his  hat  over  his  eyes? 
He  looks  to  us  mighty  like  a  through  sleeper.  And  we 
watch  him  over  our  paper,  and  tread  lightly  lest  he 
waken. 

Such  an  one  slept  in  the  seat  with  us  as  we  cams 
out  to-night.  Utterly  regardless  of  the  dangers  that 
might  beset  our  path — of  the  possibilities  of  open 
switches,   split  rails,   land   slides,  cloud  burst,   sand  ty- 

(Continued  on  page  30.) 
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HEIRS  APPARENT.  By 
Philip  Gibbs.  Toronto:  McClelland 
&   Stewart. 

Philip  Gibbs'  new  book  has  come 
in  for  a  good  deal  of  slightly  adverse 
criticism,  mostly  from  those  who  en- 
joyed "The  Middle  of  the  Road." 
"Heirs  Apparent"  is  quite  different. 
It  deals  with  the  hearts  and  souls  of 
the  younger  generation, —the  young  boys 
and  girls  who  were  just  too  young  for 
"the  late  unmentionable  war."  The 
characterizations  are  excellent  and  the 
scenes  are  distinguished  by  brilliant 
epigrammatic  conversations  which  are 
a  little  too  brilliant  to  be  convincing 
but  never  fail  to  hold  the  reader's 
interest. 

One  gets  a  fair  insight  into  condi- 
tions to-day  in  England  and  into  the 
heart  of  youth  everywhere.  There  is 
a  trial  of  the  editor  of  "The  Week" 
told  in  detail  which  leaves  the  reader 
in  no  uncertainty  as  to  what  English 
editor  recently  convicted  is  referred  to. 

The  final  judgment  upon  youth  is 
t>at  while  apparently  shiftless  and 
decdedly  "different"  the  younger 
generation  is  "all  right."  One  of  the 
better   books. 

THE  COAST  OF  FOLLY  By 
Coningsby  Dawson.  Heroine,  Joyce 
Gathway,  (soft  music).  "She's  the 
kind  uva  gurl  that  men  forget." 

THE  PUPPET  MASTER.  By 
Robert  Nathan.  It  proves  that  deli- 
cate and  fanciful  tales  are  being  writ- 
ten still. 


Have   You    Turned 
'Round  the  Corner? 

and  found  a  little  shop  where  you  can 
borrow  the  latest  English  and  French 
novels,  biographies  and  plays  for  a  few 
cento    a    day  7 

The  Little  Shop  'Round  The  Corner 
1184    Bay    Street.   South    of    Bloor. 


The  Grooms  Gift 

1  HE  Ryrie-Birks  masterpiece  collec- 
tion of  gem  pieces  andgenvset  watches 
offers  a  wealth  of  distinguished  selec- 
tions for  those  interested  in  the  pur- 
chase of  jewels  of  uncommon  value. 

BAR  PIN  —  One  large  central  diamond 

and  twelve  smaller  stones  effectively  mounted 

m  platinum. 

FLEXIBLE  BRACELET   —  Featuring 

eleven  large  diamonds  and  a  number  of  smaller 
ones  in  lacclil{e  platinum  motif. 

FINGER    RING   —   All   platinum    with 

major    stone    surrounded    by    many    smaller 

gems. 

Ryne-Birks 

j         l    i  m  i  t  f   d 
Diamond  Merchants  •  Goldsmiths  •  Silversmiths 
yonge  and  temperance 
TORONTO 
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HOLIDAY 
at  JASPER 

in  the  Canadian  Rockies 

Come  to  Jasper  National  Park 


Motor,  Hike,  Camp,  Climb, 
Play  Tennis,  Dance  or  Rest 
amid  the  gorgeous  grandeur 
of  the  Canadian  Rockies. 
The  splendour  of  snow- 
capped mountains,  gleaming 
glaciers,  sparkling  lakes,  the 
lure  of  an  infinite  variety  of 
unforgetable  pictures  are 
yours  in  this,  the  largest 
national  park  in  America. 

Jasper  Park  Lodge 

(under  management  of  Can- 
adian National  Railways) 
provides  every  comfort  for 
350  guests.  Rates  as  low  as 
$6    per   day   American    Plan. 

Beyond  Jasper 

extends  the  incomparable 
Triangle  Tour  of  British  Co- 
lumbia. Through  the  valley 
of  the  Mystic  Skeena  to 
Prince  Rupert;  thence  by 
steamer  down  the  wonderful 
600  mile  stretch  of  protected 
sea  to  Vancouver,  and  back 
again  to  Jasper  National 
Park  along  the  roaring 
gorges  of  the  Fraser  and 
Thompson  Rivers,  in  plain 
view  of  mighty  mountain 
peaks,  including  Mount  Rob- 
son,  Monarch  of  the  Cana- 
dian   Rockies. 


Come  this  Summer.  Ask,  any 
agent  of  the  Canadian  National 
Railways   jot    information    and 

descriptive  booklets. 

Low  Tourist  Fares. 


Canadian  National  Railways 


Paid  in  Instalments 

"I  hear  that  John  won  a  prize  for 
singing." 

"Yes,  a  whole  building — one  brick 
at  a  time."  — Octopus. 


The  rich,  fresh  bouquet  that 
comes  to  you  from  a  cup  of 
Salada  Tea  is  just  another 
indication  of  its  superior 
quality. 

From  the  moment  the  choice 
young  leaves  are  picked 
until  they  are  sealed  away  in 
the  metal  packages  you  buy 
over  the  counter,  they  are  so 
handled  that  they  come  to 
you  with  all  the  original 
fragrance  preserved. 


"SALADA" 


Unusual  Values 


NABOB 
ire  badger  brush, 
:  unheard-of  price  of 

$3.00 
tlutely  Guaranteed. 


^ 


MOGUL 

A  bristle  brush  of  splen- 
did quality.  Good  for 
use  with  mug,  stick  or 
powder. 

$1.25 


E 


RAJAH 

Particularly  built  for  the 
man  who  uses  a  shaving 
stick,  but  equally  efficient 
with  soap  or  cream. 
Unusual  value  at 
$1.50 


eFS.&ifmmi 

ST.  JOHN,  N.B. 


i^nffAprVi(^> 

fSET    IN     RUBBER   ) 


Sold  at  all 
good  stores. 


jQather  $  rushes      JsBs 
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TOWER'S 

WATERPROOF 

COLLEGE  COATS 

THE   VARSITY 

SNAPPY        -        SERVICEABLE 

Absolute  Protection  at  Low  Cost 
ALL  THE  GO  WITH  COLLEGE  MEN  AND  BOYS 
Color  is  of  a  Pleasing 
Yellow   or   Olive 
Khaki 

MADE  IN  MEN'S 
AND  BOYS'  SIZES 

For  sale  by  the  lead- 
ing   student's    supply 
merchants 

TOWER'S 

FISH   BRAND 

Tower  Canadian  Limited 
Toronto 

Branches: 
Vancouver       Winnipeg      Halifax 


A  Man,  a  Maid,  and  a  Brindled  Bulldog 

(Continued  from   page   14.) 

Marie  disappeared  within  the  house  and  returned 
almost  immediately  with  a   large   fowling-piece. 

"See,  dearest!"  she  shouted,  "I  have  brought  the 
master's  gun.  It  is  loaded.  I  shall  fill  that  horrid  cur 
with  shot." 

Even  as  she  spoke,  Marie  aimed  the  firearm  at  Nero, 
who  had  settled  under  Rudolph  in  a  watchful,  waiting 
attitude.  He  seemed  quite  unconcerned  about  his  im- 
pending fate. 

Rudolph  craned  his  head  around  to  survey  his  sweet- 
heart, a  worried  expression  on  his  face. 

"Be  careful,  Marie!"  he  cautioned.  "Do  not  miss 
the  brute." 

"Have  no  fear,"  answered  Marie,  and  she  closed 
her  eyes  and  pulled  the  trigger. 

They  extracted  thirty-nine  shots  from  Rudolph's 
lower  extremities  at  the  hospital  that  afternoon.  He 
still  carries  the  unmistakable  marks  of  a  dog's  teeth  in 
his  left  calf.  Among  Nero's  prized  possessions  for 
several  months  was  a  large  section  of  the  rear  portion 
of  a  man's  trousers.  Marie  learned  to  shoot  with  her 
eyes  open  and  married  Jonathan,  a  soda  fountain  clerk. 

— L.  B.  Birdsali 
G— G— G 
Fable  From  the  Far  East 

The  lion  came  to  the  entrance  of  the  cave  Period, 
Quotation  Marks  Capital  Gee  Are,  Gee  Are  Capital. 
Gee  Are  Are  Are  Are  Surprise  Mark,  Quotation  Marks 
said  the  lion  and  went  back  into  his  cave  Period. 

— Gargoyle. 
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Here  comes  me  bride       ::; mCU^ •••: 

H_  •  •  •  •  •  • 

ere  corner  me  ^room,  \ Jfettereon  Candy  Go.  / 

iPallersons   Chocolates 

For  their  honecjmoon. 


TORONTO 
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Tires  You're  Glad  You  Bought 

"GUTTA 
PERCHA" 

CORD   TIRES 
"Quality    All    Through" 

Gutta    Percha   &   Rubber,   Limited 

Head  Offices  and  Factories,  Toronto 
Branches  from  Coast  to  Coast 


BAMBOO  (Self-Filling)  FOUNTAIN  PEN 
Only  $1.25  The  Latest  in  Pens 


SCREW  CAP  PEN  RETAIPTEW  FITS  INTO  L 

A8SOUrrELY\FRICTI0N-TIGKT  PREVENTINGTWISNKS  OF  TUB 
J)  /  NON-LEAKABLE^v^  ^ 


ITS  THE  POINT.  HAS  EIGHT  GROOVES  FOR  INK  TO  FEED 

Imported  from  Japan  "it  makes  Carbon  Copies"  Guaranteed  for  One  Year 

Sent  Post  Paid  on  Receipt  of  Money  Order 
E.  G.  MacDonald,  Dept.  G.,  454  King  St.  W.,  Toronto,  Ont. 


British  Consols 


Package  of 
20for25* 


The  Golfer's  Smoke -and  Package 


Generally  speaking,  girls  are — gen- 
erally speaking. 

— Wasp. 
G— G— G 

Dilapidated  Dodgework:  "Par- 
don me,  sir,  but  have  you  seen  a 
policeman  around  here?" 

Polite  Pedestrian:  "No,  I  am 
sorry." 

D.  D. :  "Thank  you.  Now  will 
you  kindly  hand  over  your  watch  and 
purse?" 

— Buffalo  Bison. 
G— G— G 
Plumber:  "It's  a  bit  *ard  on  me, 
Percy.  I  dreamt  all  the  bloomin' 
night  abaht  this  'ere  job,  an'  yet,  if 
I  wos  to  ask  'em  to  pay  me  fer  over- 
time,  they'd  laugh  at  me." 

—Punch. 
G— G— G 
Rastus    had    taken    Mandy    to    the 
zoo. 

Mandy  didn't  know  much  about 
animals  and  Rastus  thought  he  knew 
'em  all.  He  showed  her  the  camels, 
the  giraffes  and  so  on.  Then  they 
came  to  the  zebra  and  Rastus  was 
baffled.  He  had  never  seen  the  one 
of  stripes. 

"What  am  dat?"  Mandy  asked. 
Rastus  was  equal  to  the  query. 
"Why,  you  silly  gal,  your  animalogy 
has  been  sadly  neglected.  Dat  ain't 
nothing  else  but  a  sport  model  jack- 
ass." 

— Judge. 
G— G— G 
"My  dog  took  first  prize  at  the  cat 
show." 

"How  was  that?" 
'He  took  the  cat." 

— Lampoon. 
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4  Piece  Sport  and  Golf  Suits 
$32.00 


No  detail  of  style  that  is  new  and  correct 
has  been  neglected  in  our  assortment  of 
Golf  and  Sport  clothes. 

Summer  Golf  Knickers: 

Gabardines  $5.50  and  $6.00. 
Linen  and  Crash  $3.75  and  $4.50. 
Flannel  Trousers  $6.00  to  $9.00. 


PASCOE'S 

2nd  Floor  Kent  Bldg.,  Yonge  and  Richmond 


These   Uncertain   Times 

Southern  New  England — Increas- 
ing cloudiness  to-day,  followed  by 
light  snow  to-night  and  possibly 
Friday;   slowly  rising  temperature. 

N.  Y.   Tribune. 
Weather  Reports: 
Southern    New    England — Increas- 
ing   cloudiness    to-day,     followed    by 
light     snows     to-night     and     possibly 
Friday.  — Record. 


A 

LmkA 

EMERSON'S 

BROMO' 

seltzep 

In  four  more  weeks  Mrs.  Margaret 
Jones,  known  as  Peggy  Shephard  of 
"The  Seven  Brown  Sisters,"  in  vaude- 
ville, will  leave  the  stage. 

— Variety. 
"I  didn't  quite  get  the  name." 

—N.   Y.   World. 
G— G— G 

Dark-eyed  maiden,  smiling,  pouting. 
Flitting  in  and  out  my  door, 

Bringing  dabs  of  correspondence 

That  you  should  have  brought  be- 
fore. 

All  your  faults  in  punctuation — 
All  the  duties  that  you  shirk 

Lead  me  to  the  sad  conclusion 

That  your  mind's  not  on  your  work. 

In  your  pretty  head  come  crowding 
Rosy  dreams;  and  I  can  see 

That  you'd  fain  give  up  dictation 
And  go  keeping  house  with  me. 

But  my  years  have  made  me  wary ; 

Honeymoons  are  quickly  spent; 
Iridescent  bubbles  vanish, 

Then  come  butcher's  bills  and  rent. 

Would  I  toss  away  my  freedom. 
Tie  myself  to  you  for  good. 

Kiss  good-by  my  independence? 

Well,  on  second  thought,  I  would! 
— Jester 


performances  of  A.  E. 

Schylus's  "Seven  Against  Thebes." — 
Canton  O.,  Daily  News. 

Followed,  palpably,  by  S.  O.  Pho- 
cles's  "Antigone." 

— New  York  World. 


Agents  Wanted 


Follow    the    Dollar  — $50    to 
$100  Per  Week 

the  money  yours;  something 
new;  not  an  old,  worn-out 
proposition;  field  untouched; 
experience  unnecessary; 
takes  everybody  by  storm; 
money  rolls  in;  show  50  and 
sell  40;  demonstrated  in  1 
minute;  sells  on  demonstra- 
tion; the  new  inkless  Foun- 
tain Pen,  the  twentieth  cen- 
tury wonder;  never  leaks  or 
spills;  with  this  pen  no  more 
use  for  the  ink  bottle;  sam- 
ple pen,  50c.  This  proposi- 
tion is  18-karat;  money  back 
if  not  as  represented;  agent's 
profit,  200  per  cent.;  exclu- 
sive territory;  send  for  pen 
and  agency  to-day. 

INKLESS  FOUNTAIN 
PEN  CO., 

Dept.  2, 
1522  8th  St.,  Des  Moines,  la. 


Goblin 


27 


Goblin 


iipilGripfcrriayszLf 


^merllumber-ontceii£T^l2jiH5Tmy22. 


CbllegeHumor 

IIO  W  CHICAGO  AVE    CHICAGO 


"Ttiere* 
something 

iboutthem 
-youlLlike' 

J 


Package  of 
20for35? 


FWA    Herbert     . 

Tareyton 

LondonCigarettes 


¥X*m°* 


KsMOKIKCMlXTUe 


THE  DIET  KITCHEN 
TEA  ROOMS 


72  and  80  West  Bloor  St. 


Tel.  R.  4382 


BREAKFAST 
AFTERNOON  TEA 


LUNCHEON 
DINNER 


Sunday  night  supper  will   be  served 
in  Annex  until  9.30 


"Do   I  make  mah   point,  your  honor?" 
"You  do,  Sambo,  you  do!" 


-Tiger. 


"Say   it   with  Flowers'9 

There  is  sentiment  in  Flowers 
that  the  recipient  appreciates. 


Limited 

8  West  Adelaide  St.,  Toronto,  Canada 

PRICES   AS   LOW    AS   THE   LOWEST    AND 
QUALITY   THE  BEST. 
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You  get  more  than  mileage  when  you  buy 
Goodyear  All- Weather  Tires  and  Tubes. 
You  get  trouble-free  mileage,  due  to  Good- 
year quality.  You  get  safe  mileage,  due  to 
the  skidless  All-Weather  Tread.  You  get 
low-cost  mileage,  due  to   reasonable  price. 

Goodyear  means  Good  Wear 


CANADA 
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Plan  Your  Investments 


Lack  of  objective  generally 
results  in  failure.  With  a  plan 
and  objective  you  can  build  a 
better  and  larger  investment 
account. 


We  will  be  pleased  to  ha 
you  consult  us  personally 
by  mail. 


Dominion  Securities 

CORPORATION  LIMITED 

HEAD  OFFICE:   TORONTO   2«  KING  ST.  E. 
MONTREAL  ESTABLISHED  iwi  LONDON.  ENG. 


The  Through  Sleeper 


(Continued  from  page   19.) 

phoons — he  lay  sunk  in  hoggish  slumber  as  we  rushed 
through  the  night. 

Nothing  seemed  capable  of  disturbing  his  peaceful 
dreams.  His  conscience,  apparently,  was  at  perfect 
rest.  Passing  trains,  the  shrieking  of  the  siren  on  our 
own  locomotive,  the  jolting  of  the  cars  as  we  stopped 
and  started  from  time  to  time  during  our  journey — 
these  meant  nothing  to  him.  Ever  and  anon,  as  the 
poet  says,  the  trainman  passed  through  the  car,  calling 
out  in  melodious  tones  the  seductive  names  of  the  various 
suburbs  through  which  we  hastened.  Our  seat  mate 
paid  not  the  slightest  heed.  With  every  new  name  he 
snored  the  more  defiantly. 

The  joy  that  we  had  had  at  first  in  anticipation  was 
beginning  to  fade.  He  was  sleeping  too  soundly.  Such 
complete  indifference  to  one's  relative  position  on  the 
shifting  landscape,  we  reflected,  could  only  be  achieved 
by  a  dweller  at  the  end  of  the  line,  and  with  a  feeling 
of  disappointment  we  turned  to  our  magazine. 

Suddenly  as  we  neared  a  station,  and  while  the  dul- 
cet tones  of  the  trainman  still  lingered  carressingly  on 
the  refrain  of,  "Bowling  Green,  next  stop,  and  don't 
forget  your  parcels"  there  was  a  convulsive  movement 
beside  us,  and  our  neighbour's  head  shot  abruptly  from 
its  nest  of  collars  and  waistcoats. 

"What'sat?" 

"Bowling  Green  next  stop." 

"Bowling  Green?" 

"Yes,  Bowling  Green!" 

"But    it    can't    be    Bowling    Green!       I    get    off    at 
{Continued  on  pope  34.) 
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You  Men  Are  Alike 

When  I  learned  what  1,000  men  wanted  in  a  Shaving  Cream, 
I  knew  what  millions  wanted 


GENTLEMEN 

I   could  not   meet   you 


By  V.  K.  Cassady,  Chief  Chemist 


So  I  asked  1,000 
men  what  they  most  desired  in  shaving  cream. 
They  wanted  abundant  lather,  lasting  lather, 
quick  results,  fine  after-effects.  Not  one  of 
them  asked  for  strong  bubbles — the  chief  fac- 
tor in   a  shaving  cream. 

We  worked  18  months 

We  worked  18  months  to  perfect  for  you  the 
ideal  shaving  cream.  We  made  up  and  dis- 
carded  130  separate  formulas. 

We  had  before  us  all  the  other  shaving 
creams  created.  We  knew  that  countless  men 
used  each.  We  knew  we  could  never  win  you 
unless   we  excelled   in   some  conspicuous  ways. 

After  130  trials,  we  made  a  shaving  cream 
which  no  man  yet  has  matched.  It  excels  in 
lather,    quickness,    in    durability.     It   excels    in 


fine    after-effects.      It    excels,    above    all,    in 
strong  bubbles. 

We  ask  a  test 

This  is  not  written  to  sell  you  Palmolive 
Shaving  Cream.  We  know  your  situation. 
You  are  using  a  soap  which  satisfies.  You 
naturally  doubt  if  any  other  soap  is  much 
better. 

But  we  have  a  shaving  cream  so  immensely 
better  that  you  will  be  amazed  and  delighted. 
You  will  adopt  it,  as  millions  have  done,  when 
you  discover  its  results. 

We  ask  a  test  at  our  cost — a  ten-shave  test. 
We  will  then  accept  your  verdict.  If  we  serve 
you  many  times  better  than  others  we  want 
your  patronage.  If  we  fail,  we  don't.  Please, 
in  fairness  to  yourself  and  us,  mail  this 
coupon   to    us. 


PALMOLIVE 

SHAVING  CREAM 


THINGS  YOU 
WANTED 

It      multiplies      itself  in 

lather    250     times,     so  a 

tiny  bit  suffices  for  a 
Bhave. 

It  acts  in  one  minute. 
Within  that  time  the 
beard  absorbs  15%  of 
water. 


4  Super-strong  bubbles 
suonort  the  hairs  for 
cuttintr.  No  hairs  fallinjr 

down. 


10    SHAVES    FREE 


Simply  insert  your  name  and  address  and  mail  to 

The  Palmolive  Co.  of  Canada,  Ltd. 

Dept.  B-815,  Toronto,  Ontario 
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Drink 


Delicious  and  Refreshing 


The  Coca-Cola  Co.  of  Canada,  Ltd.,  Toronto. 
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SPUR 


an 


\  Arrow  Collar: 


H-  A  moderate  short  point  style  thatfits 

the  wearer  and  the  knot  of  the 
cravat  perfectly 


k *********** ************J 


A  student  brought  his  mother  to  the  university  and  was 
showing  her  about.  The  dear  old  lady  was  anxious  to  make 
her  boy  think  that  she  understood  everything. 


"Over  there,  mother,"    said    th 
polo  fields." 

"Ah,"  sighed  the  old  lady, 
fields  of  waving  polo?" 


our    wonderful 


'what  is  there  that  is  nicer  than 
— Frivol. 


G_ G— G 

Now  that  so  many  ladies  are  divorced,  and  some  of  them 
more  than  once,  we  need  a  new  term  for  them.  "Ex-wife"  is 
crude,  and  one  can  hardly  refer  to  an  ex-ex-ex- wife.  Per- 
haps it  would  be  well  to  take  a  hint  from  the  Freemasons,  and 
refer  to  her  simply  as  the  Past  Grand  Master. 

— Passing  Show. 
G— G— G 


Second  the  Motion 

'And    who,"    asked    the   professor   whc 
missionary     work,     "was     the     leader 


had   been    lecturing 
in    the    South    Sea 


movement?" 

Broadway  Ben  roused  himself 
Gray!"  he  shouted. 


:rom  a  deep  slumber.    "Gilda 
— Chanticleer. 


G— G— G 

'I  never  saw  such  dreamy  eyes." 
You   never  stayed  so  late." 


G— G— G 

"My  college  believes  in  unlimited  cuts." 
"What  college  is  that?" 
"The  State  Barber's  Institute." 


The  Purple   Cow. 
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The    Uphill    Climb 

There's  a  story  told,  though  it  may  be  old, 
Of  a  Mountain  grade  out  West, 
Of  the  awful  time  with  that  uphill  climb, 
Before  you  reached  the  Crest. 

Just  a  mile  or  so,  and  they  travelled  slow, 
Two  engines  to  every  train. 
A  special  crew,  and  a  good  one  too, 
And  one  that  could  stand  the  strain. 

On  a  certain  day,  so  the  train-men  say, 
The  going  was  awfully  hard. 
The  firemen  slaved,  and  the  Conny  raved 
As  they  fought  for  every  yard. 

Both  front  and  rear,  sat  an  engineer, 

In  his  throbbing  cab  of  steel. 

From  his  seat  he'd  lean,  and  he'd  howl  for  steam. 

As  he  cussed  each  separate  wheel. 

But  he  got  no  speed,  from  his  monster  steed, 
No  matter  what  he'd  try. 
They'd  nearly  stop,  and  that  mountain-top 
Had  never  seemed  so  high. 

And  nobody  knew  what  that  gang  went  throug'-. 
On  that  mountain-grade  out  West. 
Of  their  hopes  and  fears,  ere  the  engineers 
Had  reached  and  passed  the  Crest. 

A  tired  crew  and  this  they  knew, 

Was  the  toughest  trip  they'd  made. 

Then  the  engineer  called  the  "Brakey"  near 

And  he  points  to  that  mountain-grade 

"For  thirty  year,  I've  been  engineer, 
And  ten  of  them  on  this  line. 
But  I  hope  to  die,  if  I  thought  that  I, 
To-day  would  make  that  climb." 

The  "Brakey"  was  new,  and  a  wise  guy  too. 
And  one  that  could  use  his  head, 
To  the  engineer  "for  thirty  year" 
He  listened  and  then  he  said. 

"You  can  lay  a  bet,  we'd  have  been  there  yet, 
If  I  hadn't  saved  the  day, 
Slipped  back  instead,  if  I  hadn't  had, 
THE  BRAKES  ON  ALL  THE  WAY." 

— D.   M.   Bray'ey 
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PLATERS 

,1     NAVY  CUT 

CIGARETTES 


An  owlishness  lies  on  too  many  of  our  young  writers.     They 

sit  in   the  branches   of   dark   trees,   blinking  their   eyes   at   raw 

sunlight,    and    hooting    "Sex!    Sex!" — Brentano's    Book   Chat. 

To  wit:  to  woo.  — N.   Y.   World. 

G— G— G 

Mr.  Godfrey  Tearle  says  that  when  he  was  playing  in 
Aberdeen,  people  used  to  leave  baskets  of  fish  for  him  at  the 
stage  door.  This  is  a  great  improvement  on  the  old  method  of 
r-urling  them  over  the  footl;ghf*.  — Humorist. 


Mnrtiome  inn 

169  COLLEGE  STREET  (Two  Doors  West  of  McCaul) 

Phone:  Trinity  9354 

The   handiest  rendezvous  in  Toronto;   just 
across  the  street  from  the  University,  and 
half  way  between  the  residential  and  shop- 
ping districts  of  the  city. 

LUNCHEON    12.00  to  2.00,  —  35  &  50c. 
TEA  3.00  to  5.00,  —  a   la   carte 

DINNER  5.30  to  7.00,  —  40  &  65c. 
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Kipling  has  come  back 


Not  that  Kipling  ever  needed  to  come  back,  in  a 
literary  sense,  he  was  and  is  one  of  the  world's 
greatest  short  story  writers;  but  his  History  of 
the  Irish  Guards  in  the  Great  War,  a  tribute  to 
his  only  son  who  perished  in  their  service,  has 
absorbed  all  his  energies  for  five  years  past.  Now 
he  has  come  back,  back  to  his  old  field,  the  short 
story;  to  the  rugged  vital  characterization  that  has 
made  his  name  famous.  During  the  balance  of  1924 
eight  stories  from  his  pen  will  appear  in  MacLean's 
Magazine,  and  the  first  of  these  appears  in  this 
issue. 


The  Janeites 


It  is  a  story  of  the  strange  fraternal  side  of  fight- 
ing men,  a  cross  section  of  the  life  of  the  trenches, 
the  vivid  picturing  of  a  man  who  has  seen  and 
known,  and  who  has  the  gift  of  words  with  which 
to  clothe  his  thoughts.  Some  people  may  not  like 
this  story,  some  may  think  it  a  new  masterpiece, 
but  to  everyone  it  is  a  graphic  picturing  of  an 
ordeal   that   it   is   well  for  us  to   remember. 

There  will  be  other  Kipling  stories  in  subsequent 
issues.  Their  names  suggest  vast  possibilities  of 
enjoyment: 

The  United  Idolators;  Enemies  to  Each  Other; 
A  Friend  of  the  Family;  A  Madonna  of  the 
Trenches;   The   Prophet   and   the   Country. 

A   Wealth  of  Fact  and  Fiction   in   the  May  15  issue 

"Gold    Hair,"   the    love    story    of   a    girl    who   feared    she 
might   grow   bald,   by   Isabel    Ecclestone   Mackay. 
"The    Failure,"    a     romance     of    a     business     office,    by 
Archie   P.   McKishnie. 

"Restitution,"  a  charming  English  crime  story,  where 
you  will  sympathize  with  the  "criminals,"  by  Horace 
Anneslcy   Vachell. 

"The  Wrath  to  Come,"  the  concluding  instalment  of 
an  extraordinarily  popular  serial  of  diplomatic  intrigue, 
by  E.  Phillips   Oppenheim. 

"Canada's  Mountain  Playgrounds,"  by  M.  D.  Geddes. 
"Commons  Faces  Vexing  Problems,"  by  J.  K.  Munro. 
"Men  Who  Make  Opportunity  Beckon,"  by  Guy  Morton. 
"Riddles  of  Farm  Finance,"  by  J.  Herbert  Hodgins. 
"Canada's  Two  Front  Doors,"  by  Herbert  Hope. 
"Summerizing  the  City  Home,"  by  Katherine  M.  Cald- 
well. 

"Competing   With    Nature   in    Flowers,"    by    Gertrude    K. 
S.  Pringle. 
Straight  From   the   Shoulder,"   by  Joan   Flower. 

So  much  for  the  May  15  issue  of  MACLEAN'S.  Here 
is  just  a  glance  at  some  of  the  good  things  in  store 
in  the  June   issues: 

Fiction  by  Rudyard  Kipling,  Ben  Ames  Williams,  Norma 
Phillips  Muir,  Lillian  Lauferty,  Joseph  Lister  Rutledge, 
W.  A.  Fraser,  Arthur  Stringer,  Lawrence  Perry,  and 
W.    Somerset    Maugham. 


MACLEAN'S 

1        iCANADAJS    NATIONAL  MAGAZINE 


The  winsome  co-ed,   though  ill   at  ease, 

She   served   her  Ingersoll    Cream   Cheese, 

Made  many  a  witty  sally. 
They   then   became   quite   pally. 


The  Through   Sleeper 

(Continued  from  page  .30.) 
Dixie!"         His  reasoning  was   compelling   if   not   alto- 
gether logical,  but  it  failed  to  convince  the  trainman. 

"I  don't  know  whether  it  can  be  Bowling  Green  or 
not,"  he  said,  "but  in  any  case  that's  what  it  is  — 
Bowling  Green.  We're  four  stations  past  Dixie,  and 
we'll  be  five  if  you  don't  watch  out — " 

But  no  second  warning  was  needed.  With  a  great 
grabbing  of  hats  and  umbrellas  and  overcoats  our 
friend  the  sleeper  was  off  the  train,  and  disappearing 
rapidly  in  the  general  direction  of  the  city  whose  dust 
we  had  so  recently  shaken. 


She:  I  just  looe  birds. 

He:   Well,  I've  been  told  I'm  a  little  cuckoo. 
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The  Standard  by  Which 
all  Other  Irons  are  Judged 

The  Hotpoint  Iron  has  taken  all  the  drudgery  out  of  ironing, 

and  made  it  one  of  the  most  agreeable  of  household  tasks. 

It  is   comfortable  to  use,  owing  to  its  perfect  balance  and 

highly  polished  face  which  never  sticks. 

The  exclusive  thumb  rest  makes  it  easy  to  guide  the  iron 

into   pleats   and   tucks,    and    rests   the   wrist,   giving   untold 

comfort. 


Canadian  General  Electric  Co. Limited 
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Makes  You  Feel  Like  Play 

THE  man  who  keeps  poisons  out  of  his  system  is  over- 
flowing with  abundant  health.  The  blood  courses  through 
his  veins  with  all  the  vigor  of  youth.  He  is  the  picture  of 
cheery  fitness  and  vigorous  enjoyment. 

Post's  Bran  Flakes  is  the  most  natural,  the  most  beneficial,  the 
most  pleasant  way  of  having  a  clean,  tingling  system.  Delicate, 
flavory  flakes  of  bran,  in  which  are  retained  other  delicious 
and  nutritious  parts  of  wheat.  Tempting — and  the  only  cereal 
you  need  for  breakfast. 

Try  this  wonderful  new  way  of  keeping  yourself  on  your  toes. 
You'll  be  delighted  at  the  results. 

Be  sure  you  get  genuine  Post's  Bran  Flakes.  Your  grocer 
has  them. 

MADE  IN  CANADA 

POST'S 

BRAN     FLAKES 

With  Other  Parts  of  Wheat 


CANADIAN  POSTUM  CEREAL  CO.,  Limited 

Head  Office:  Toronto  Factory:  Windsor 


